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A particularly raucous trumpet blast announced the
moment when we left the Palace. The soldier at the
gate shouldered arms, and we saw a number of folk
running out of neighbouring houses. Each grimy Arab
knelt down and kissed the dusty ground as we passed,

Over roads so bad that even those of South Africa
would appear desirable, the landau clattered and
lurched. Having skirted the boundaries of Mokallah
town, we passed into a real wilderness, an uncultivated,
grassless mountain country, where stones continually
slid from weathered precipices and where one could
not look far because twists in the trail brought brown
hillsides across each line of vision.

Two or three times filthy clusters of houses fronted
some anaemic fields of maize, and yonder again the
residents prostrated themselves before their master.
Altogether, however, I thought that unless the kingdom
had been a dead bargain, the former Indian Rajah
did not make a very good purchase. The Sultan told
us his domains went two hundred miles inland, but
beyond a certain range there existed nothing but desert,
which he was happy to leave in the possession of its
indigenous Bedouins. We wondered what the waste
lands must be like if the part through which we npw
travelled constituted the settled area.

On the tops of several crags one noticed towers and
straggling stone ramparts, evidently castles, all very
ruined and serrated.

"Hm!" said the Captain peering round, "I hope we
are not going to be attacked by Arabs,11